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^iticbaioe 

How if vois arc a maidc.anfwer to this. 

Hero I talkt with no man at that howermy lord. 

< prince Why then are you no maiden* Leonato, 

I am Tory you niuft hearcivpoo mine honor, 

Mv felfe, mv brother, and this grieued Counte 
D id fee her'heare her, at that howre laft night, 

T alice with a ruffian at her chamber window, 

Who hath indeedc mod like a liberall villame, 

Confeft the vile encounters they haue had 

Athoufandtimcsinfccrct. 

John Fie, fie, they are not to be named my lord. 

Hot to be fpokc of, 

T here is not chaftitie enough in language, 

Without offence to vttcr themtthus pretty lady, 

I am Tory for thy much mifgouernemcnt. 

Claud, OHero'.whata Hero hadlt thou bin. 

If halfe thy outward graces had bin placed. 

About thy thoughts and counfailes of thy heart. 

But fare thee well, mod foule,moft fairc, farewell 
Thou pure impictie, and impious puritic, 

For thee lie loeke vp all the gates of Loue, 

And on my ete-liddes fhall Conicfturc hang, 

To turne all bcautie into thoughts of harmc, 

And ncuer (ball it more be gracious. 

Leonato Hath no mans dagger here a point tor me. 
Beatrice Whv how now cofin, wherfore finke you down. 
BaStard Conic let vs goithefe things come thus to light, 
Smother hertpifitsvp. 

Benedick* How doth the Lady? 

Beatrice Dead I th-inke, help vncle. 

Hero, why Hero, vncle, fignior Bcnedicke,rricr, 

Leonato O F ate'.take not away thy hcauy hand, 

Death is the faired couer for her fhame 
. Thatmaybewifhtfor, 

'Beatrice How now cofill Hero? 

/WerHaue comfort lady, 

Leonato Doft thou lookc vp? ^ 


about Soothing. 

Trier Yea,' wherefore ffiould fhe not? 

leonato Wherfore? why doth not eueiy earthly thing, 

Ci v flume vpon her’could fhe here deny 
Tlie (fory that is printed in her bloud? 

Do not hue Hero, do not ope thine eies: 

Fordid I thinke thou wouldft not quickly die^ 

Thought I thy fpirites were drongcr than thy flumes, 

JVlyfcie would on the rereward of reproches 
Strike at thv life. Grieued I I had but one? 

Chid I for that at frugall Natures frame? 

0 one too much by thecfwhy bad I one? 

Why euer waft thou loucly in my eies? 

Why had I not with charitable hand, 

Tooke vp a beggars iffue at my gates, 

Who fmirched thus, and mired with infamy, 

1 nii^ht haue find, no part of it is mine, 

This thame denues it felfe from vnknownc loynes, 

But mine and mine I loucd.and mine I prnifde, 

Arid mine that I was prou d on mine fo much. 

That 1 mv felfe, was to my felfe not mine: 

Valewing of her, why fhe,0 fheisfalne. 

Into a pit of incite, that the wide fea 

Hath drops too few to wadi her cleane againc, 

And fait too little, which may feafon giue 
T o her foule tainted flefh. 

Ben. Sir, fir, be patient, for my part I am fo attired in won- 
der, I know not what to fay. 

Bear, O on my foule mv cofin is belied. 

Bore, Lady, were you her bedfellow lad night? 

Beat. No truly, not although vntilf laft night, 

I haue this tweluemorith bin her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirmd,confirmd,0 that is dronger made, 

Which was before bard vp with ribs of yron, 

Would the two princes lie,and Claudio lie, 

Who loued her fo.that fpcaking of hci fouleneffe, 

Wafht itwith tcares'.hencc from her, let her die. 

Frier Hcarc me a little, for 1 haue only binliJentfo iong^df 
;iucn way vnto this courfc of fortune, by notin r of the L dy,l 
lime markt, G A 
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